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POETRY 


PAINTERS HANDS 


by Jet Nikolai 


Quaking as numbness rolls in and out. 
Shaking at the thoughts drifting about. 
Covered in a thick glaze 

layering thoughts upon the page 
beneath the painted canvas lays. 


Back and forth holding the brush close 
between the shaking fickle clasp, it goes. 
Beauty at its every reach. 

Fear slowly will follow. 


Feelings drift back and forth. 
Calming the waves as they come 
numb to painful 

back to work 

hope subsides. 


Filling the surface below with fears 

with all the blood, sweat, and tears. 

The lights and shadows moving over skin 
whispering how long 1t's been. 


Falling to each side 

exhausted a face falls and cries 

each hand now napping after so long. 
Feening for tomorrow's new song. 
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A TRIP INTO TOWN DURING THE PANDEMIC 


by I.K. Williams 


This is the world 

of no “bless you’ to a sneeze. 

It is the silent carriage from one place to the next. 
A singular cough calls through the compartment, 
met with glares and stares, and 

nobody smiles, 

nobody cares. 


Masks up. 
Eyes down. 


A woman props the bag on the seat so you cannot sit 
and she cannot hear you; (her earbuds are in.) 

Dowse your hands in sanitizer and feel those cuts sting. 
No one ever said pandemics were pretty things. 


The restrictions tighten tomorrow, midnight. 

It means you cannot catch that overseas flight 

and the churches cannot be bright with God’s light. 
Their doors are closed and their curtains drawn. 
Their bells are broken, the veil is torn. 

And scorn is felt by all your hearts. 

You’d better get going before your bus departs. 


A sneeze on the sidewalk as you wait. 
It comes but they won't let you on. 
Full capacity has been reached, 
though half the seats 

are empty. 

And then the bus is gone. 


A solitary walk to work 

and every soul is distant. 

You think to yourself if you could capture old instants 
where everything was normal and everyone was close, 
maybe then the world would feel better, 

even without a vaccine dose. 
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WINGS 


by Howie Good 


Today I saw two butterflies 
mating, coupled together 


in spiraling, gravity-defying 
flight. Now I think I know why 


they are called monarchs. 
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MISTER SLOW DEATH 


by Howie Good 


It’s as though under my skin 
I have swarms of hungry insects 


with razor teeth biting, scraping, 
whittling my bones. People who 


have seen me gasp in pain when 
I stand up sometimes suggest I try 


heat or ice or specially formulated 
creams. I nod just to be polite. What 


is broken in me can’t ever be fixed; 
it can only be calibrated. Meanwhile, 


a figure in a long black coat lurking 
at the edge of my vision greedily sucks 


on a cigarette, then expels a mouthful 
of smoke like the monster in a fairy tale. 
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DEATH TRAINS 


by Howie Good 


Chimps living in captivity are known 

to throw their turds at their keepers, 

and so it is that as he looks out on the rail yard, 
where special police in black uniforms 

enforce the loading of a long line of boxcars, 
the inoffensive little clerk with a clipboard 

is very glad that people aren't like chimps. 
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FAILED HAIKU 


by Howie Good 


l. 

Beyond the window over the kitchen sink, 
the sky is glowing wildfire red 

A movie trailer for the apocalypse 


2 

The hummingbird 
spreads a wealth of pollen 
among the red flowers 

A wandering lunatic 

with communistic visions 


3: 
The killer’s bloody handprints 
Red autumn leaves 
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AT WHAT AGE 


by John Grey 


At what age did you realize 

you weren’t even going to be 

your generation’s Iris Murdoch, 

let alone its Fitzgerald, its Dickens, 
and sure as hell not its Shakespeare? 


Was it the twenty third rejection 

of your first novel? 

Or the back rent you owed, 

the sparsity of food in your kitchen, 

and the need to work two crummy jobs? 


You look back on days 

when you did nothing but look forward. 
But to get there, 

you have to bypass form letters, 

the noise of the factory, 

the silence of the office 


when it’s just you and your mop and bucket. 


At what age? 
At your age, 
whatever that happens to be. 
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THE SUN CHASER AND MOUNTAIN 


by Anthony David Vernon 


She liked me to a sun chaser 
That tries to catch the horizon 
But I’m just someone going somewhere else 


I likened her to a mountain 
That hides a sunrise 


But she isn’t trying to do that 


She just likes where she’s at 
And I like where I’m going 
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2 HAIKU 


Todd Sullivan 


I; 

Train of passengers 

Echoes drums of war, the green 
Woods, active duty 


2, 

Taiwan in deep drought 

Summer pours mugs of plumb rain 
Parched land takes long draughts 
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YOUR CARELESS FACE 


by John Sweet 


blue smoke hills and grey 

glass skies on the day 1 was waiting 
to be buried next to my father, but the 
fucker wasn’t ready to die yet 


was the season of dreamlike resonance in 
the age of silent monsters 


was a lifetime of burnt and splintered 
memories until the future was 
nothing but bone and ash 


a lot of blood spilled for a 
lot of gods that never really existed 


can’t make the punchline 
any more obvious 


can’t help but laugh at the illusion 
we’ve been sold of power resting in 
the hands of the wise and the just 


give a man the power to kill and he 


will only 
make you his enemy in the end 
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